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SUBMITTED FOR YOUR APPROVAL. 


Picture if you will: Dynamite's Executive Editor Joseph Rybandt dropped me an email 
and asked if 1 could come up with a four-issue series combining The Shadow and The 
Twilight Zone. That sounded like a crazy idea, but at their core both properties have 
a lot in common. Ordinary people encounter the Shadow, and the Twilight Zone, and 
are judged: they have to face themselves and the consequences of who they are in 
their hearts. Who knows what evil lurks in the heart of the Shadow? Rod Serling, 
apparently. 

I came up with the basic outline of the story in this book, and the pitch was approved. 

1 dove in, and was so focused on the challenges of making this mash-up work that 1 
was finishing the script for the second issue before it really hit me: The Twilight Zone. 
One of my favorite TV shows of all time. 1 used to "stay up late" when 1 was a kid to 
catch the episodes at 11pm on WPIX New York. And The Shadow. My absolute favorite 
pulp hero. Introduced to me by my beloved father when I was a kid, in crumbling 
magazines with amazing covers. 

Speaking of covers, 1 was thrilled when Joe told me Francesco Francavilla would 
be doing my covers. 1 knew the book would be eye-catching on the stands, and 
Francesco kindly allowed me to suggest the design of the covers for issue 3 and H. 

For the interior art, 1 lobbied hard for Dave Acosta, and was rewarded. We had 
worked together on a Doc Savage one-shot a year ago and 1 loved his staging of 
action, his ability to convey emotion, and his sense of the period. 1 thought his style 
would be perfect, and I humbly submit that 1 was right interested parties should look 
up our Pinterest board, where we shared visual ideas for this series. 

This is a story that evolved quite a bit in the telling, it's a pretentious, hoary writer 
cliche that the characters take over and tell you what to do, but what can i say? Kent 
Allard is used to having things his way and who am i to argue with The Shadow? i 
wanted three pages for my epilogue, but he said "Shrevvy, stop the car!" and got his 
extra page of vengeance. 

Even with the pushy Mr. Allard, it was a Joy to write, i have wanted to work in Rod 
Serling's "voice" forever, and this book gave me that gift, in the narration pieces 
that open and close each chapter. The Twilight Zone framing gave me a unique 
opportunity to dig into the Shadow and think about what makes him tick, in different 
ways. The Twilight Zone and The Shadow (Rod Serling and Walter Gibson) are the 
alpha and omega of my influences, and it was a thrill to play in their worlds. 

Finally, i was able to honor my greatest influence towards the end of chapter two, 
when my father, pulp author Michael Avallone, strolls into the story, age 13. He was 
a big Shadow fan in 1937, and i dedicate this book to him. 

i hope you like it 

DAVID AVALLONE 







YAPHANK, NEW YORK. 


OCTOBER, 1959. 


‘CAMP SIEGFRIED. 


MIDNIGHT. 


f we ARe THe 

' MASTBRRACe! 

THIS WORLD j 
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~ / I'P NEVER HAVE \ 

\, / SET THE CHAKG^e IF \ 


I'P KNOWN. AND YOU 

4 1 BLASTINS AWAY WITH J 

K»y\ YOUR .45s...YOU CAN'T / 

3. > ® 

IE SURE... yL-^_ j 


l^j 


/ m/ n ^ 

/ C DID.^N I 1 

, / /no women \ 1 P 


Y / OR CHILDREN \U 

/ /V CAME TO iC^IK 

A /,V HARM. 
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^ IF you 1 
FINISH THAT 
SENTENCE 
IWIU 

^SCRBAM-i 


f YOU'VE LOST ^ 
' SOMETHIN®. YOU \ 
USEP TO HAVE 
SOME CONNECTION 
TO PEOPLE. TO ; 
L HU/MANITY. k 
^ NOW... 


OF THE EARTH, ANP THEIR 
SPAWN. I WAS CAREFUL 
TO PICK OFF ONLY THOSE 
. WHO PAREP RAISE ARMS . 
fcs. ASAINSTME... 


7^ BUT ^ 
THERE WERE ^ 
NO INNOCENTS 
IN THAT CAMP. 
THE WEEP OF ^ 
^ CRIME... A 


^ I USEP ^ 
TO BE WEAKER. 

I USEP TO KNOW 
FEAR. COMPASSION. 
V. MERCY. ^ 


THEY ^ 
INTERFERE 
WITH THE 
WORK. 



i/ COMPASSION ISN'T A 

■ WEAKNESS. MERCY ISN'T 

■ A WEAKNESS. KENT ALLARP 

■ KNEW THAT. BUT YOU'VE 
1 FORSOTTEN ALL ABOUT 
^ HIM. HE'S BURIEP J 
^ UNPER TOO MANY A 

MASKS. 







SIAZIS GOT 
A HOWITZER, 

1 SEEMS 
k uiKE. y 


' TH/4T 
SMELU...NOT 
L CORPITE... J 




"'’^T fDS^ili 













The Shadow. More 
title than name, more 
myth than man. 


But underneath the slouch hat and behind I 
the twin-blazing semi-automatics IS a man I 

of flesh and blood.-' 

- A man who used to go by 

. the name Kent Allard. 


A man who is just now waking up 
in a seemingly familiar place, hut 
who will find himself instead... 


r THE ^ 
SANCTUM. ANP 
UNINJURSP. BUT 
THIS POeSN'T 
^FESU RISHT... J 


...in the 
Twilight 
Zone. 



























^ ME THE MOCK ^ 
OUTKAG^. OUR MUTIWL 
RESEMBLANCE HAS BEEN 
BENEFICIAL TO BOTH OF 
, US, BUT THIS IS NOT^ 
k. AMUSINS. 


MASK. 


r SENSE you > 

ARE INPEEP THE 
SHAPOW. BUT 
I'M NOT SO SURE 
L I'M JUST A > 
AMSK. ^ 






















I WOKE UP IN THE ^ 
SANCTUM, JUST NOW. 
My UAST mMony is 

, THS RAIP ON CAMP , 
^ SieSFRISD. ^ 


AUUARP PISP IN 
THS SUATSAMLAN 
JUNSLSS, MY 
FRISNP. A UONS 
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TOKf Me TO 
mieo'5 pwce, 
N. SHRgVY. 


r THAT IMPReSSION Of \ 
■me BOSS IS ser-nNs ' 
PReTTY SDOD, MISTSR 
CRANSTOU...BUT YOU 
KNOW I OOTT/i WAIT , 
V HeRe ON STANDBY / 
^ UNTIL He Neeps / 

IN 


OF 

couRse. 

OF 

couRse. 


^ I PONT ^ 
KNOW WHAT 
I WAS 

L THINKINS. i 


ONe MORe THINS... 
I seeM TO HAve 
FORSOTTeN HeR 
^ APPReSS. y 


r jeez, MR. ^ 
CRANSTON, YOU 
MUST HAVe ReALUY 
. Tiep ONe ON WST . 
V. NISHT. < 











































































W/tS THeRS. you 5A\V \ 
NOW I'M I'P FOReorreN' 
k f/eR0. kfnt aluakp. I 

WAS SURPRISeP 
1 fn V you KNEW THE / 

" J 


po you > 

REMEMBER THE 
AR&UM^MT WE, 
HAP AT camp/ 


WE? > 
you WERENT 
THERE...HOW 
couup you 
V KNOW...? / 


SAAARTER THAN ^ 
EITHER OF you 
em ME CREPIT , 
V. FOR. 


SOMEHOW,^- 
' tmiGO, I AM Wf > 
SHADOW. AWyBE 
SOMETHIN© IN THAT 
©AS WE WERE HIT 
WITH? I PON'T KNOW. 


/ I DO KNOW THIS IS \I-^ 5 
CRANSTON'S BODW I \ 

CAN FEEU THAT I LACK 
My FULU...POWERS, i - 
K BUT My MIND...My / 
V^EMORIES... xT _ 
- T WE ^ 

P- \ / NEVER ©OT 

L--ka TO FINISH THAT 
CONVERSATION, 
PIP WE? > 


I PUT ^ 
you IN DAN©ER 
CONSTANTUy. WITH- 
, OUT A SECOND 
S. THOU©HT. > 


r VOLUNTEER. N 
ANVWAy, ITS PART 
OF THE SHADOW'S 
CHARM...HE TREATS ME 
LIKE ANy OTHER A©ENT. 

, THAT'S RARE STUFF. > 































^ wow...you 

RfALuy eenEVE it. 
you Re/iLuy think 


^ POOR ^ 
I.AMONT.../i\FTER 
ALL THese ygARS, 
HAVE you FINALLy 
V^^CRACKFP? V 


WANT TO 
FORSFT KFNT 
ALLARD.^ 


KENT 

ALLARD, 

IMKSO. 


you NFVFR WFRe 
THAT HARP-BOILFP, 

, LAMONT...BUT I J 


you THINK 
yOU'RF... 


ANTTHINS'S N 

POSSIBLE. IT 
EVENTUALLy 
HAPPENS TO ALL 
, HARD-BOILED / 

V Esss. jy 


^ IT'S 
ALL CLEAR, 
MASTER! 












I coMe ^ 
TO VISIT MISS 
LAHe, ANP I 
RECEIVE POUBLE- 
BOUNTY. 


4 SCORECARP TO THE X 

KNOW SHI WAN SHAPOW TOUP ' 
KHAN WHEN I ME AUU ABOUT 
s. SEE HIM. ^ YOU, THOUSH 
^ YOU'RE A SMIPSE 
^ K SHORTER THAN HE, 
V PESCRIBEP. y 


BUT I ^ 
FORSET...WE 
HAVEN'T BEEN 
. FORMALUY... 


CAN SKIP THE 
FORMALITIES, 
MACK. y 


IF WE ARE TO SKIP 
THE FORMALITIES, 
MAY WE SKIP THE 
PISPLAY OF FALSE 
. BRAVAPO, AS / 
WELL? ^ 


1 

W M 




\\ ^ — r 1 

I 

r THOUGHT YOU'P \ 



PROWNEP, LIKE 
i THE PROVERBIAL J 



RAT. 




























' NOW...you yiNe \ 
KO's CLosesT Assocwres. 

you WILL TELL ME HIS 

mue NAME. yiNs ko. the 

SHADOW. THESE ARE 
V AWSKS. WHO IS BEHIND J 
X7 THE MASK? 


^ALLOW ME > 
TO SAVE you 
SOME TIME AND 
EFFORT. ^ 


f A CUNNINS MASK ^ 
INDEED, MISHTy yiNS 
KO.' eoK&m OUR 
UNWORTHy LAUSHTER, 
AS THE DISSUISE IS 
, SO WELL-CRAFTED 


BELIEF.' 


RISHT, MISTER 
CRANSTON. IN ANy 
EVENT, I WILL SEE 
■v THE TRUTH. ^ 



























IT'S QUITS 
ALI, RISHT, 

mv.6o. 


com 


r yiNS ^ 
KO WILU NO 
UONSSR HAVS 
ANyWHSRS TO 
^HIPS. NOW. 
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HIT HIM WITH 
f, CHe/\PeR 
MmMi, 
AMRSO. j 


^ I'LL N 
T/iKe CfiR^ 
OF THeiR 
. BOS6. y 


WHAT YOU 5AW IN 
MY MINP UNNFRVeP 
YOU, O FFARLeSS 
. KHAN. y 


'^THBMINPOF ' 
MieHTY YINP KO IS 
IN SRFAT TURMOIL. 

. IT WILL BF YOUR 
V UNDOING. y 










ttmeo, 
PgRH/lPS ' 
SOMfTHINe IN A 
PeeSERT WINS 
FOR OUR WST , 

s. ouesr? V 


MieHT BE 
A MOMENT, 
HON! 

















^ HeRf'S 1 
TONIGHT'S 
mSMV.- , 
k Piece, i 


C'MON, 

PReSTON. TIMe ^ 
TO eer TO WORK. 
C/iN'T DO THe SHOW 
, WITHOUT THe , 
L. SHADOW. y 


A man can wear many masks, and take many 
shapes, and each one may cast its own distinct 
shadow. How many shadows does a shadow oast? 
A question now very much on the mind of Kent 
Allard, as he takes another step, deeper... 


...into The 
Twilight Zone. 

























The face of the man In the mirror 
is not that of Kent Allard, the 
gentleman who is the secret face 
of The Shadow. No, it is that of a 
certain show business wunderkind 
with a very marketable voice... 


But The Shadow is not an 
average fellow, and he is 
having a far from average 
day. 


aSk 

On an average day, an average 
fellow can expect to recognize 
the face of the man in the mirror. 


...a face The Shadow 
can only wear... 






































































THANK 

YOU... 


^ Let's HOPS ^ 
YOUR NATURAL 
INSTINCTS 
•v KICK IN. ^ 


’WO 

' /WOW'S WWAT ' 
f//4 A^';?/(cs //V r//f 
HBARTS OF M^N... 

THF SHAPOW 
k KNOWS... J 


' BLUe COAL PReSBNTS... 1 
we SHADOW...rwi man ' 
OF MYSTERY WHO STRIKES 
TERROR IN THE VERY 
HEARTS OF SHARPSTERS, , 
LAW-BREAKERS ANP i 
i CRIMINALS. TOPAY...Wf / 

V TeMPue Beus of /a 

^ NBBAN! ^ l§ 



i — 

^ / 
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j Mil j 







































/ FRifNpe, IF YOU mm \ 
TO Be SURe THAT THe Fueu 
you eer to HeAT your Howe 
THIS WINTeR IS SAFe HMITHY 
AW uouomcAi Fuei....THeN 
BY All Me/iNS, BUY BU/e 
. COAU THe FIWeST OF 
\ FeNNSYUVANW HA9D 

coAi... 


' so ReMeMBeR ^ 
TO ASK FOR IT 
BY NAMe. OROeR 
A SUPPLY OF 
^ BUJB COAL, j 
V TOMORROW... / 


THe Beuus, 
SHADOW...THe 
TeMPue Beuus 
.OF KieBAN... . 


^ THey ^ 
WILL ReveAU 
. you... . 


YOUR THIRD 
MISTAKe, SADI.. 

AND YOUR 
V LAST... . 






















THANKS X 

FOR COMING, 
CO/VWISSIONFR. 
YOU WFRF VFRY 
S. HFUPFUU. A 


TWENTY NINE 
MINUTES LATER. 


r THF ^ 
STORY YOU ’ 
H/WF JUST HF/ARP 
IS COPYRISHTFP BY 
THB SH/iPOW , 
L. AMSAZINB. ^ 


THB 

f CH/iR/UCTBRS IN ^ 
THIS STORY ARB ^ 
BNTIRBLY FICTITIOUS 
ANP ANY SIMILARITY 
TO PBRSONS UIVINS 
OR PBAP IS PURBLY 
k COINCIPBNTAL. ^ 


"Wf WBBP ^ 

O/p cnme bbars 
B meRFRurr. cm mb 

POBS NOT PAY! 

, THB SHAPOW ( 
KNOWS! M 


YOU SOT ^ 

THROUGH 
THAT JUST 
FINB. FBBLINS 
. BBTTBR? ^ 


I FEBU WELL 
BNOUSH, FOR 
A MAN WHO'S 
BNTIRBLY 
.FICTITIOUS. J 


^ PO N 
I REALLY 
LAUSH THAT 
. MUCH? y 









































































^ THS NETWORK mV \ 
THe SPONSOR THINK 
IT WOUUP BS TERRIFIC 
TO HAVE A PHOTO OF 

k PRESTON IN THE_ I 

SET-UP. 


you KNOW...CAPE \ 
THROWN OVER YOUR 
MOUTH, EYES BLAZINS 
. FROM UNPER THE J 
HAT... 


I PONT KNOW IF THIS 
IS A SOOP TIME...WE'VE I 
SOT TO SET BACK TO 
THE MERCURY THEATER 
.. FOR JUHUS y 
CAESAR. 


^CAESAR'S UONS PEAP. ' 
I'M SURE HE ANP MR. 
SHAKESPEARE CAN WAIT 
A FEW MORE MINUTES 
^ FOR THE BOY SENIUS J 
TO RETURN. 


LOOKS 

SNAZZY, 

PRESTON.' 


PROMISE. 



A 

HliJ/ VvT'/w? 

M 






sorry 

1 THE PRESSINS ; 

\ ROOM. KIPS. / 
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^THAT’S^ 
m TAKB 
< m A 


^ THANK6, ^ 
" KIPS' you " 
C/\N JUST USAVe 
TH^ OUTFIT HERE, 
PRESTON. THE SIRL 
> WILL PICK IT UP j 
^ UATER. y 


^ m REAU 
HAT IS MUCH 
BIOSER THAN 
. THIS ONE. . 


^ HA 
HAHAHA 
, HAHA! 


^ I UIKE ' 
THIS UAUSH 
MUCH 

.BETTER, y 











' you KMliV HAP Me 

eom, YOU 8I& FAKe. i 
THOUGHT FOR A MINUTF 
. YOU R8AI.L.Y BELieveO 
k YOU WFRe THe J 
SHADOW. ^ 


I'M 

" SORRy, MAP&F. \ 
SOMFHOW, SOMf 
WAY, I 4/tf THf 
SHADOW. WHSRe 
I COMB FROM THIS 
IS ALU TOO RFAU. y 


eXCePT THF 
HAT IS MUCH 
BIOOFR. 


WRITINO. 

' exACTuy. THFse ^ 
SHOWS ARB WRIireN, 
PRBSTON. NOT RBAU. 

WRirreN. By men. 

. JUST LIKE THE , 
/WASAZINES. y 


^ I'M AFRAID I'VE ' 
NEVER BEEN ABLE 
TO MAKE MySEUF 
INVISIBLE. THAT 
SOUNDS MORE 
k LIKE UAZy / 
V WRITINS. y 


I 

to: ^ 

Hew j 

A ''v 


TV y 




i 11H 

M co^ o/v\i5r_^^y ly 

\\ NOW! jy 

inTT/ \ 














AWKeS 
Me FEeu 
BETTER, 
HONESTLY^ 


REMEMBER ^ 
^ NEWSTAND 
JUST AKOUW 
THE CORNER. 


INIEWS and MAGAZINESJ 


F I CAiN ^ 
SUESS WHAT ^ 
AAASAZINE THIS 
yOUNS FELLOW IS 
1 HERE TO BUY.' / 


oOr, WHEN YOU ^ 
KIPS LOVE THE 
SHAPOW YOU 
REALLY PULL OUT 
, ALL THE STOPS, , 
POTCHA? ^ 


^ TAKE A 
SOOP LOOK, 
.PRESTON. 
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Im 

1 /; 
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^ see, THe ^ 

HAT IS MUCH 
. BISSSR. . 


loom LIKE 
YOU'RE HAVINS 
A BIT OF= A BAD 
. DAY THERE. > 


' THAT'LU BE TEN 
CENTS, FOLKS, OR 
, I SOTTA CLOSE , 
V THE LIBERRY. > 


r JCAN^ 
SPARE A 
DIME, 
BROTHER. 


REMEMBER^ 
THIS. HACKER 
k TORSAN. ^ 


' LET'S SAY I BELIEVE 
YOU. LET'S SAY YOU 
HAVE NO MEMORY OF 
YOUR LIFE...PRESTON'S 
V LIFE. WHAT t?0 YOU i 
REMEMBER? 


A WHOLE 

/ OWf/? LIFE. A \ 
LIFE WHICH YOU, 
THAT RADIO SHOW AND 
THIS MASAZINE CLAIM IS 
V “ENTIRELY FICTITIOUS." J 













^ I sieveR spf-AK 

OF MV ?f<ST. NO ONg 
MUST KNOW THS 
iPENriTy...oR THe 
. HISrORy...OF THE 
V SH/»DOW. ■> 


THAT CAN'T MAKE A DIFFERENCE 
HERE AND NOW. IT'S PROBABLY 
V ALU CONTAINED IN THESE . 
AMSAZINES. 


SUPPOSE 
YOU'RE 
V^RIOHT. i 


T AT FIRST...I 
DIDN'T LOVE THE 
KILUINS. BUT I WAS 
VERY, VERY 6009 AT 
IT. AND IT'S HARD 
TO HATE A THINS 
k YOU'RE SO VERY, i 
k VERY SOOD A 
AT. 


I LOVED IT. 

I LOVED THE 
FLYINS. . 


/ MY NAME V / WAS A FLYER IN 

IS KENT THE SREAT WAR, AND 
V ALLARD. ^ A SPY. YOU'LL FORSIVE 



ME FOR SAYINS THAT 

I WAS QUITE SOOD y 
AT IT. 

IV \ ^ ■ 






















IT WAS WAR. WAR CHANSSS MSN. 
IT POSSN'T HAVS TO CHANSS THSM 
RSRMAMSNTUy. 


THS WAR PIPN'T CHANSS MS. IT 
RSVSALSP MS. IT SHOWSP MS 
WHAT t ms CAPABLS OF, WHSN 
THS FSVSR WAS ON MS. ANO 
, WHSN THS WAR SNPSP, IT USFT j 
k, MS WITH A FUZZUS. 


7^ THIS 
^ TSRRIBUS TALSNT. ' 
COUW IT BS TURNSP 
TO SOOO? TO BSNSFIT 
AMNKINP, INSTSAP OF 
, THS CORRUPT SMPIRSS . 
\. OF SUROPS? >* 


CRIMS, I PSCIPSP. 
THS PSRSONAL, 
NOT THS POUTICAU. 
. THAT WOUl-P BS MY 
> NSW “WAR*. ^ 
/ KNSW 

WHAT SVIL \ 7^ 

LURKSP IN \ / ' 
THS HSARTS \ / 

OF MSN, yss, ( 
BSCAUSSZHAP 
PISCOVSRSP \ 
WHAT iX 

LURKSP IN > 

m OWN IB ^ 

HSART. 












YOWR& ASKlIvlr 

Me TO seuieve 
soMerHiNS TRuuy 
^ FANTASTIC. y 


SOPPAMN 
you, PResTON, 
you ARS 
V^CONVINCINS.^ 


^ SO ^ 
THSRS IS 
A MARSO? I 
FESU OPPLy 
. JEALOUS. 


SUCH 

UANSUASE, 

MRS. 

MINAFER. 


INPEEP. 
SHE'S NO 
MORE OR LESS 
FICTIONAL THAN 
I AM. y 


' BEFORE 
I FOUNP MYSELF... 
"HERE"...! WAS HAVINS 
AN ARGUMENT WITH 
AMRSO... 


IF THE SREAT 

^ SHAPOW NEEPS TO 1 
BE TAUSHT A LESSON 
IN HUAAANITY, WHAT COULP 
BE MORE HUMBLINS THAN 
TO PISCOVER HE'S JUST 
A CHARACTER IN TWO-BIT 
. RAPIO PLAYS ANP PULP J 
LL fMGAZmS? 


llWy 

T CONCERNEP I'VE ^ 
LOST THE CAPACITY FOR ' 
MERCY ANP COMPASSION. 
THINSS KENT ALLARP KNEW 
BUT WAS ABLE TO PUSH 
ASIPE TO SET THE JOB 
PONE. SHE SEEMS TO 
k THINK THEY AREN'T EVEN , 
L THERE TO PUSH ASIPE J 
ANY MORE. ^ 


T AAAYBE > 
THAT'S WHY 
YOU'RE 
K HERE. J 


STOP! 

THISF! 


FANTASIES, WHY NOT 
THAT? IT'S AS SOOP AN 
k EXPLANATION AS ANY. , 

























y / // 



PReSTON, 

PON'T/ 







































TH/iMKS 
FOR THF 
ASSIST, 
MACK. 


Nice CAPS, 
VPAC\A.A. 


^ OON'T^BS^ 

1 MENTION 


EVEN THE POUCS- ] | 
men C/\N tell I'M ItA 
A PICTIOHAl ^ 

CHAR/'CTER. _ i 


lipfl 

|L IT. > 


MH-T \ 1 

youR HAT 1 1 


1 


Kr^ 

BACK? 

















































you CANT souve 
eVfRy PROBUfM 
WITH A &UK , 
V MICHAEL. J 


'^IN THe> 
MAOAZINB 
you SHOOT 
FOLKS ALLA 
. TIMS. J 


X THOSS \ 
' “FOLKS" ARF > 
ALL KILLSRS 
THeMSELVeS, ANP 
. THEy LEAVE ME ) 
V NO CHOICE. / 


~ THE RUNNING MAN, ' 
JUST NOW...HE WASN'T 
EVIL. HE WAS HUNSRy, 
k OR TRyiNS TO FEED > 
HIS FAMILy. ^ 


BUT HE 

STOLE. THAT'S A ^ 
CRIME. THE WEED OF 
CRIME BEARS BITTER 
FRUIT. CRIME DOES 


AAATERIAL. 


you DON'T WAIT 
FOR A COURT OF 
LAW. ARE you 
k UNFAIR? V 


FUNNy you SHOULD 
ASK, MICHAEL. I'VE 
BEEN THINKINS 
ABOUT THAT A LOT 
XT LATELV. 


THAT MAN 

r WAS A CRIMINAL, > 
VES. HE WAS WEAK. 
WEAKNESS IS NOT THE 
SAME AS EVIL. HE WILL 
BE PUNISHED, By THE 
, POLICE. FAIRLy. IN A , 
L COURT OF LAW. A 


^ AND ^ 
WHATCHA 
COME UP 
. WITH? 


IS THE 
SHADOW 
UNFAIR? 


NOT PAT. JX An 


^ ir 1 ^ 


vlj 

^■^^KID^ 1 3 

■ KNOWS ALLY \ /f 

youR ”4" >4 \L 












r NOTHING SO FAR, 1 
MY SAMRT Lime 
BUT I PROMISe 
TO uer you know , 
k IF I eveR FieuRe J 


:4EWSand MAGAZI] 


//^// 


1 W 1 ! 1 

-^1 



rlf 

1 















































For somewhere In the past twenty four hours 
he walked through an unmarked door, and 
now wanders lost through the corridors of... 


HELLO? 


...The 

Twilight 


^ Nev, ^ 
AP:r...HOW's 
rr COMING? 


THE IiyiHff SHADOW 


Hr 

MAJrWBDI SRANT 


THie ISN'T 
ART...irS... 
my-mii. 
M/ikWELL 
Vv SRANT. y 




' —^ ~'=^ffttt.ad"t.phta. 

U Shadow...enigma is his bread and butter, mystery 

H his morning paper and the macabre no more 

1 surprising to him than the cream in his coffee. 

V 

1931. 











But now...for the third time he finds himself in anoth 
skin, looking out at an unfamiliar world through unkni 

er man’s 
3wn eyes. 






















r TH/\rs ^ 

THe SPIRIT, ' 
ART/ I CAN SES 
yOU'RE AUREAPy 
ON THE RISHT , 
Vv TRACK. y 


AM 17 


NATCH! 

r this thins is \ 

AU ABOUT MASklS ' 
ANU MYSTERIES ANP 
SECRET IPENTiriES. , 
, MAXWEU BRANT J 


T r|(JHT now, N 
BRINSINS THE 
SHAPOW TO LIFE 
IS ALU I CAN 
V THINK ABOUT y 


^ IEMEW 
’ RISHTOFFYOU S 
WERE THE MAN FOR ' 
THIS. A MAGICIAN ANP 


SLEIGHT OF HANP ANP 
THE HARP TRUTH. JUST, 
V THE FELLA TO BRING > 
S THE SHAPOW TO A 
hi LIFE. ^ 


^ I'LU AD/IAIT, IT SOUNDED N 
A LITTLE SCREWy TO /WE AT 
FIRST. WHO CARES ABOUT 
THE HOST OF AN ANTHOLOSy 
SHOW? HE'S JUST SO/WE STIFF 
STANDING IN THE CORNER, , 
i S/WOKINS A CIGARETTE, i 
INTRODUCING THE / 
TARNS. 





























BUT THE ^ 
^ puBHc, Bi-eee ^ 
'm, PBLU IN uove 
WITH THIS NOWHSRe 
CHAR/^CTBR ANP 
NOW THEY W/\NT A 
V /VWS/^ZINE ABOUT i 
HIM. 


THOUGHT TO 
WHAT HB LXXlli^ 
V. UHB? J 


► TALL. UONS 
CAPB, SUOUCH 
HAT, ALU BUACK. 
. RBD SCARF. 


' HAHAHAHA. ^ 
you SLAY MS, 
ARTHUR. CAN'T 
, WAIT TO RBAP 
\ IT/ 


TALU 

SOON! 





V' 



f. ■■ 1 



'/ 4NP IT'S \ 

/ MY JOB TO 1 -tam 
i WRITS THAT J > ^■l 



k MASAZINS.y 

1 tri 


Ml 

















IF THAT'S > 
ACCURATE, I'M 
eiSHT YEARS 
IN THE PAST. 
^ SOMEHOW, y 


WHAT WAS 
I OOINS IN 
AAARCH OF 
L '31? A 


r so RISHT ^ 
NOW AM I OUT 
THERE, ON THAT 
BRIDSE, WITH 
HARRY VINCENT? 


LIKE 

r WITH THE ACTOR, " 
I AM IN A PIFFERENT 
WORLD. A WORLD 
WHERE THE SHADOW 
IS JUST A FICTION. 
A FICTION THAT 
HAS YET TO BE / 
V WRITTEN. ^ 


^ DO I TAKE 
' THE CHALLENGE \ 

AND DO THE JOB? T 
CREATE MYSELF, 

HERE, ON PAPER? / 

L WHAT HAPPENS / 

THEN? _ _ 

SOMETHINS^' 
OR SOMEONE... 
SOME FORCe IS 
TRYINS TO TEACH ME.. 
TEACH US...SOME' 
THINS. OR SEND 
A MESSASE. y 





1 







iaJ 

1 

'rr^ 





























NO. I've ^ 
BEfN VKU&6iV 
BEFORe. SOME- 
HOW...THIS IS 
/»LL..."RE/\U''. . 


7^ SO DO ^ 
I WRITE MV 
WAV OUT? WILI, 
THAT SET ME 
BACK WHERE I 
S BELONS? ■>( 

















WORU? CASTS 
: BUT A SMAUOW 
' WHBRB rr WIU. 
























CAN'T Be. 
ReAL... 



■r^U' 

A Hj 


















mvi J EHT 












NOT AWRffO. 

poN'T you 
RecopNize 
v. MS? y 


you INVOKE My 
N/\ME so OFTEN, 

^ PARUNG. . 


tMRSO...? 


JUSTICE. 
















fSTOP! 

WHY 

you poisie, 
. THI6?Jy 


Cfi,im6 ON 

youR HiPPeN 

RESERVES? 














TINY BIT > 
ecHIZOPHRBNIC, 
WOUUPN'T YOU 
V SAY, KBNT? ^ 


^ OR ^ 
SHOUl-P I CALL 
YOU ARTHUR? 

. A/WXWBLL? , 


' YOU'RE N 
NO UON^BR 
TRYINS TO 
. KILI. Me. J 


YOU HAP TO 
PRAW HIM OUT. 
ANP PeSTROY 
^ HIM IN FRONT ^ 
V OF MF. / 


PROFFSSOR \ 
^ FRFUP WOUUP ' 
APPROVE, THOUGH 
YOU Oej NO 
. AAARX5 FOR > 
^ OR|g|NAI-ITY. y 


















^ I HAV^ 
A PUAN. 

I WASN'T 
RUNNING 
y Amy. . 


r KSNT ^ 
AUWRP HAD 
TO Pie SO THe 
SHADOW COULD 


^ A PLANS 
' CRASH TOOK > 
CARS OF THe 
FIRST PART. KSNT 
ALLARD WAS DSAD , 
I. IN A FLAMINS i 
V. WReCK. ^4f 






<yOU AR^ NOT 
muothi HgRe, 
^^UROP^AN.?' 


r <i coMe^xL^^H 

Wi-Ri- PV^i\m Y 
THE EMPTY LIFE 
OF THE 

EUROPEANS.? <iwi^ 
TO STUDY 

A I lOV^U the xinca 

AJviAlft WV ^ 


r <the ^ 

WAY OF THE ’ 
EUROPEAN IS 
THE WAY OF 
AAADNESS AND 
BLINDNESS.? i 


WHAT ^ 
A LOAD OF ^ 
RIPE CORN. DID 
, THEY BUY IT? ^ 


THEY BOUSHT 
IT OR NOT; 

, THEY LET ME 
^ STAY. £ 







R^IT DIDN'T'T/ 
W MATTER IF V 



wm 








W 










r AMP 1 

yOUR OWN 
HfART? CAK 

you see into 

^ TH/^r? y 


WH4IT DID 
THey nAcH 
you? 


^ MAW N 
THINGS. M/\STERy 
OF MySFUF AW My 
.SURROUNDINGS. . 


THE FOWSR TO 
SES INTO MEN'S 
V WAKT5. J 


HE/4RT SEEKS 
JUSTICE AT 
All COSTS^ 


7 I'M \ 
FUATTERED. ' 
BUT JUSTICE 
HAS FOUND 

you, 

\ INSTEAD. / 


^ JUSTICE N 
CAN FIND you 
ANyWHERE, KENT 
ALUARD. y 


^ ON A \ 
SHEET OF ' 
PAPER STUCK 
IN A TyPE- , 
k WRITER, y 




JUSTICE 

REQUIRES 

MERCY. 






^ LOOK ^ 
' IN yOUR OWN 
HfAKT, SHADOW. 

, IS THERe 
k MERCY? A 








^ Hfy, ^ 
BOSS. LOOKS 
UIKS I SOT 
HERB JUST 
. IN TIMS. > 


ONE MORE 
LETTER TO 
SO, LOOKS 
K LIKE. ^ 


/»RE you 

A PART OF 
THIS? , 


OF 

^ COURSE.' you ” 
MAPE ME A PART 
OF IT WHEN you 
SAVES ME FROM 
JUMPINS OFF Ay 







CILU MYSei-F. 
MO you 

STOPPgP 
MF. y 


THeN 
HELP Me 
NOW! / 


^ WHeN you HIT 
youR Next STOP... 
JUST ReMeMseR 
THIS. 


ReMSMseR X 
' HOW you FOUND > 
Me. ReMeMseR th^it 
TH eRe IS NO jusTice 
i WITHOUT MeRCy. A 






ARTHUR? 


/ MUSTA A 
DRIFieP 
OFF TRYINe 
TO CRACK 
, THIS 
V THINS, y 


r you BIS ^ 

600 ?. DIP you 
FALU ASLEBF’ AT 
THE /MACHINE ^ 
> ASAIN? A 


/ THE SHADOW IS \ 
A /MySTERy, RISHT? ' 
SO WE KEEP HI/M A 
/MySTERy. INTRODUCE 
HI/M THROUSH THE ETES, 
N OF AN AVERASE > 
X* JOE. 'Z 


SOT 

' NOWHERE > 
LAST NISHT. BUT 
I'VE HAD SO/ME 
^ THOUSHTS THIS . 
V /MORNINS. / 


/ HE'S A X 
HARP LUCK ' 
CASE. OWES 
/MONEy, HIS 
SIRL LEFT , 


Y HE'S 
^ STANDINS ^ 
ON A BRIDSE 
READy TAKE THE 
BIS DIVE, WHEN 
^ SUPPENLy... A 





1 Bto ii v / 























Every new day is a blank 
sheet of paper, and most 
people go through life not 
realizing they’re the one 
sitting at the typewriter. 
The bad news is no one will 
tell you how many pages 
you’re going to get, and one 
day you might look around 
and realize you’re almost 
out of ink. 


NAZI 

PARTV 


So it’s best to fill 
those pages thought¬ 
fully, carefully..with 
love and kindness 
and joy. And mercy. 
A quality which, as 
the man said, is not 
strained. 


On earth. 


...or in The 
Twilight Zone. 































YAPHAJSTK, NEW YORK. 

OCTOBER, 193 9. /( ^#-1 


CAMP SIEGFRIED. 


A prison can lie made of 
many things: shackles and 
steel bars and locked doors. 


But those aren’t the only 
ways to cage a human being. 
We are all of us trapped in 
our own bodies, prisoners 
of our perceptions, doing 
time behind a pair of eyes 
we didn’t choose. 


The Shadow has just 
returned from a little 
tour inside other 
men’s skulls, only to 
find himself in a 
reality less pleasant 
than any nightmare. 


Back in his own 
body, back behind 
his own eyes, but 
not quite free 
from... 


...The 

Twilight 

Zone. 





























I KNOW ; |l all 

/ WHO you \ ‘ ^ 

f P^NZU^R. X H/4Ve \ 

MET M/tNY MEN WHO \ 

WMi mVi THE SAME | ^■■■■1 
PREDICTION. MOST WERE k"^ ^ 

MORE CONVINCINS, BUT WHERE ARE MY 
EQUAULY MISTAKEN. ^ COUUEASUES? 


/ KREISLEITER ^ 
WIUHEUM PENZUER. I 
THOUSHT YOU SHOULD 
MEET THE AAAN WHO IS 
L SOINS TO KILL YOU. i 


YOUR "COLUEASUES“ 
ARE IN EQUALLY 


FRBAIC YOUR ANTICS 
MAY INSPIRE FEAR IN THE 
WOP SANSSTERS AND 
THEIR KIKE MASTERS, 

V BUT ASAINST TRUE / 
ARYANS? ^ 


TOO STRONS FOR ' 
YOU, SHADOW. AND 
, WE WIU BE YOUR > 
DEATH. ^ 



COMFORTABLE . 
/ V QUARTERS:^^ 

DID THAT DEGENERATE I 
L IN THE WHITE HOUSE ■ 
k SEND YOU 

L j 




'tf ' 



N^ERSONALLY? 

p 



il 














lllj 





YOU 

DISAPPOINT ME, 






















~ you wiLU Be ^ 
execurep at pawn. 
THE execunoN will 
Be FILAAeP; ^ 


PeMONSTRATION 
OF OUR POWeR 
ANP youR 
. weAKNess. > 


I'LL Be 

" INSULteP IF IT'6 ^ 
NOT MISS RieFeNSTAHL 


BeHiNp THe LeNs. 


AS FOR 

r youR LAcxeys, rve > 
seNT FOR speciALisrs 

TO VNTSRmW 
THeM. I PON'T Neep to 
BR eAx you wHeN i HAve 
youR WHORe anp youR 
k jew SeRVANT TO PO > 
THe TALKINfi. y* 


' you pRovipep a ^ 
CHANCe TO TeST IT 

OUT. we've LeARNep 
A STRONSeR pose , 
IS Neepep. y 


^ THey'Re > 
TOUSHeR THAN 
ANy OF youR 
TIN SOLPieRS, 
^ peNZLeR. > 


ANP ^ 
THe seNevA 
CONVeNTIONS 
Be PAMNep, 

^ eA? Jy 


IS BERLIN 

f ALSO SUPPLyiNS > 
' THe POISON SAS you 
usep ON US? I PIPN'T 
RecosNize it, but 
seRAMNy PROpuces so 
MANy XINPS Of HOTAIR. 


ROAM THe 


^ STReeTS, MURPeRINS ' 
AT WILL THOSe you 
pisASRee wiTH...FORsive 
Me IF I PO NOT TAXe A 
, //s«-4/V7je seRiousLy , 
V WHeN He iNvoxes A 
THe LAW. 





\ k 














ROTTBNFUHReR 
PAU.ENBACH; KEEP 
AN EYE ON THIS 
, FlUTH UNTIU WE i 
k. RETURN. ^ 


‘^YES, HERR 
KREIS1.EITER. 
HBIL HITUBR. 


ROTTENFUHRER. 
SECTION LEAPER. 
LET ME SEE, 

^THAT'S... y 


...CORPORAL? 
YOU SEEM 
YOUNS FOR 
^^THAT. ^ 


^ HOW ^ 
PIP YOU ENP 
UP WITH THESE 
MANIACS? ARE 
YOUR PARENTS 
“v NAZIS? A 


I CAN 

' UNPERSTANP > 
THAT A SOOP BOY 
WANTS TO PLEASE 
HIS MOTHER ANP 
^ FATHER. WAS . 
V THAT IT? J 


OR 

ARE THERE NO ^ 
PARENTS? BOTH 
OF THEM SONE? 

THAT WOULP , 
V EXPLAIN IT. A 















SOMg AWIPeSI AUNT 
WHO PIDN'T HAVe 
THE TIME FOR YOU? 
IS SHE WONDERINS, 
RISHT NOW, WHERE 
^ you WANPEREP J 
OFF TO? ^ 


X has X 

/ TO BE IT. A BOy \ 
LIKE you, WITH A 
REAL FATHER ANP 
MOTHER WHO CAREP 
ABOUT HIM, WOULP 
I NEVER ENP UF AT , 
\ THIS NISHTMARE / 
X. FACTORY, 


r OR PIP ^ 
HERR PENZLER 
PLUCK you 
FRESH FROM AN 
k ORPHANASE?^ 


IT'S JUST AS 
WELL THEY'RE 
V > 


^ IF THEY X 
WERE ALIVE TO 
SEE YOU IN THAT 
UNIFORM THEY'P 
V PIE OF SHAME, y 


" KEEP YOUR 
FILTHY Jew 
MOUTH OFF M 

^AReNTS! 



b 



X JkJ/F \yr / 






kJL ‘ V' 








'^BLOCKHOUSE > 
/ARMORY. JUST 
SOUTHWEST OF 
THIS BUILPINS. 
SWASTIKA OVER 
L THE DOOR. > 


r ves. ^ 

AMMUNITION, 
EXPLOSIVES, SAS, 
SAAALL ARMS, 

K HOWITZER. >1 


CONVENIENT. 
WITH ANY LUCK, 

I CAN DESTROY 
THE SAS WITHOUT 
KILLINS EVERYONE 
ON LONS ISLAND. 










/»CCePTEP 1 

HfRE. STRONG. I 

. SUPPORTeP. J 

HONO^ 
/ pury. THE 
I PARTY IS MV 
V FAMII-y. 


K THE Jew RUINS \ 
SVSRyTHINS. JSW ' 
FIRSP My FATHFR. 
Jew WNPUORP THREW 
US OUT. THE STREETS, 
k HUNSER. PEATH. > 
Ps. RATS. 















i 

U 

1 j pt^l 







L.y^, 


















r CORRIPOR.^ 

FIRST DOOR 
DOWN WILl, BS 
YOUR FRIBNDS, 
^ LOCKBP IN. 1 

















THANK HeAVENSl 
SHREWY WAS 
ALMOST OUT OF 
k^AR STORIgS. ^ 




WHAT'S 

' THg STORY WITH 1 
UITTLg ADOLF, 
HgRg? YOU WORKINS 
L YOUR VOODOO i 
^ ON HIM? ^ 


m 

COULD 


SOMgTHINS 
LIKg THAT. 


THEY'Vg SOT ' 

A STORgHOUSg OUT 
BACK WITH WgAPONS 
AND POISON SAS. I'M 
AFRAID I'M SOINS TO 
HAVg TO DESTROY 
IT BgFORg we CAN 













JEfZ, B06S...^ 
you COULD 
LEAST TAKE HIS 
, AMCHINE . 
SUN. 


^ WHY DID you ' 
ATTACK US? WHy 
, DID you KILL m, 
iL. FRIEMDS? ^ 



HL 

Jr 
















WHAT'S 

r ALL THIS TO 1 
Me? you'Rf 
JUST A TOOL OF THF 
Jew RooseveLT, 
AN eNeMY OF THe 
; ARYAN PeOPLe... i 


'^Nice TO 
MeeT YA, 
. peTe. 









\ ^ 1 


^^^CLOCK'S \ V^Kn 

/ TICKIN', L if ^ 

/ J \®°®f;yTTHisis^ 

IMPORTANT, 1 
- sHRewY. A 





K 

W / w^ 


» /■xvMSIE 



*V SHADOW, IF 1 

1 NOTHIN© euse, ' 

^ ^ MUST Be JUST. J 

; ^ 

■ NeiTHeR MYSeLF 
NOR THe PReSIDeNT 
HAVe THAT HONOR, 
BUT MY OLD FRieND 
MOSeS SHReVNITZ 


HeRe IS A SON 
jk OF ABRAHAM. i 













'you CAN po' 
IT, pereR. you 
PONT NEEP 
H/STE TO BE , 
L STRONO. y 


OOOP 

LUCK. 


r COUUPN'T^ 
you PO THAT 
SOMEWHERE A 
LITTUE SAFER THAN 
THE MIPPLE OF A 
, NAZI SUAAMER J 
^ CAMP? 


y SOT IT. > 
WE'LU SWINS 
BACK FOR you 
, FAST AS WE , 
V CAN. y 


ENOUSH TO ^ 
SIMPUy STAMP 
PUT EVIL, SHREWy. S 
THE SOOP MUST '■ 
BE ENCOURASEP. 4 
SOMETIMES THEy J 







SOUNt? THB 
ALARM! 






F r 












' HOW FAST CAN 1 
you HOTWIRg THIS 
THINS? I ONLY \ 
, HAVE THS OKie , 
X AMe/\ZIN6. ^ 


m'li Be 
MOVINS IN 
SeCONDS, 
k TOOTS. 



k IW| 


mm 









































mMm. 























«T FIRST 

/ I THOUGHT IT T 
ms THE e/\S, BUT ' 
WHEN you AND 
SHREWy REPORTED 
NO EFFECTS, IT LEFT 
, ME WITHOUT AN I 
^ EXPUANATION. A 


MANHATTAN. 

TWO DAYS LATER... i 


^ SO WHAT DO ^ 
you MAKE OF IT? 
BAD DREAMS? DID 
I NAS you INTO A | 
FREUDIAN BREAK- 
L! DOWN? 


WHO WOULD ^ 

DARE AND TRy 
TO TEACH you 
K A UESSON? J 


CERTAIN. IT 
AUU SEEMED 
SUITE REAL. 
AS REAL AS , 
L THI S, i 


FICTION. 


THE ENTIRE 


^ BUT OF ^ 
COURSE THAT'S 
. IMPOSSIBLE. J 


UNSETTLINS ~ 
EXPERIENCE SEEMED 
DESIGNED TO TEACH , 
L ME A LESSON.^ 


you DID SEEM TO 
SET SOMETHING 
K OUT OF IT. J 


' AT THE COST ^ 
OF PETER 
DALLENBACH'S/ 
C LIFE. 7 


I WOULDN'T 
DREAM OF IT, 

. DARLINS. . 


T I HAVE TO N 
SO POWDER My 
NOSE. IF THE 
BARTENDER WAKES 
UP, ORDER ME ONE 
•v. LAST ROUND. > 


HE DIED ^ 
'' A SOOD MAN, 1 
DOINS THE RISHT 
THINS. THAT'S A 
BETTER FATE THAN 
THE ONE HE WAS 
HEADINS FOR, 

. BEFORE HE i 
Ik. MET you. A 


y ARE you > 
SOINS TO TELL 
ME THE WEED 
OF CRIME BEARS 
^BITTER FRUIT? y 












IT W/\S ALL 
JUST SILLY 
PRAAMS, YOU 
S. KNOW. ^ 


You'Re BACK IN 
THe RSAL WORLD 
NOW, /\ND THe RML 
, YiORLV NgetPS 
N. YOU. y\ 


True justice is an impossible quest. 
A harsh mistress. These are sad 
facts. And no man knows these 


we'Re 

LUCKY TO 
HAve THe 
SHADOW. 


When a man chooses to wear 
a mask, he covers more than 
his face. When a man chooses 
to become a myth, he runs the 
risk of losing the man inside. 


But masks can be set down, and myths can become 
flesh-and-blood again. It requires nothing more or 
less than the will to be human, and the ability to 
see the humanity in those around you. 


Something to 
think about... 
and strive for. 


Just a few parting 
thoughts, drifing now 
through the mind of 
Kent Allard... 


...a little 
keepsake 

of his trip 
through... 





















































The Three Volume Series 

WRITTEN BY EISNER-AWARD-WINNING WRITER 

J. MICHAEL STRACZYNSKI (batman: earth one) 
INTERIOR ART BY GUlU VILANOVA (OARK SHADOWS) 
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WHO KNOWS WHAT EVIL LURKS IN THE HEARTS OF MEN? 

DYNAMITE KNOWSr 


NEW STORIES FROM SOME OF THBBIGGEST NAMES IN COMICS! 


AND 

MORE! 



CLASSIC STORIES - REMASTERED, BACK IN PRINT, AND IN STORES! 
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\DYNAMltEl 



Picture, If you will: 

In your own world, you're a fearsome crime-fighter 
who stalks the night.... but you wake up today in 
another world, where the Master of Men is just a 
character you play in a radio show that bears his name. 

You are no longer a man with a mission; you're Just a E2-year 
old prodigy with an impressive voice and a lot of questions, 
an honored guest who has been invited into.. 


THE TWILIGHT ZONE 


“It’s a genius play to have 
The Shadow act within the 
bounds of The Twilight Zone 

- PROJECT NERD 


“Tile noir-influenced art st>4e 
manages to blend in oddly well 
into the natural strangeness of 
The Twilight Zone.” 

- GRAPHIC POLICY , . 


THIS VOLUME COLLECTS THE COMPLETE H-ISSUE SERIES 
BY DAVID AVALLONE (LE6ENDERRY: VAMPIRELLA) AND 
DAVE ACOSTA (CHASTITY), ALONG WITH ALL OF THE COVERS 
BY EISNER AWARD-WINNING ARTIST FRANCESCO FRANCAVILLA 
(AFTERLIFE WITH ARCHIE). 






